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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


‘The Bell - Telephone - Pan - Electric - 

Garland-Harris-Johnston-Rogers affair is 
a wild muddle and mystery to most people; 
but there are one or two points on which the 
commonest kind of man may keep his head 
clear. He need not know anything about e'ec- 
tricity, or the patent-office, or the duties of an 
Attorney-General of the United States, or the 
ethics of practical politics, ‘The commonest 
sort of common-sense will make one or two 
things clear to him, if he chooses to look at 
them carefully, and sort them out of the tangle. 
We propose to note those things down, just as 
a memorandum, for the use of the man with 
common-sense who has been reading the daily 
papers. 

















* 
* * 


I.—The fight between the Bell Telephone 
Company and the Pan Electric e¢ aZ. is one 
thing. ‘The only interest—beside an abstract 
interest in seeing justice done—that the public 
has in that fight is simply that the public wants 
cheap and good telephone service. As a mat- 
ter of fact, few people doubt that, if justice is 
done, the Bell ‘Telephone Company will have 
to take a more retired seat in the rear, Few 
people will be sorry. The Bell ‘lelephone 
Company is an unpopular monopoly, an ally of 
the Western Union Telegraph Company, and 
the public has very little use for it. 

ok 


If.—The discussion whether or no the Gov- 
ernment should bring suit to annul the patents 
held by the Bell ‘Telephone Company is an- 
other thing. It involves only a question of 
legal practice. ‘There is no principle of ab- 
stract right or wrong involved. It is some- 
thing for lawyers and specialists to settle. It 
has nothing to do with the positive merits of 
the case against the Bell ‘Telephone Company. 
The law might demand such action even if the 
Bell ‘Telephone Company were run by a set of 
archangels. Contrariwise, if the Bell Tele- 
phone Company was composed of demons in- 
carnate, that might not be the right way to 
proceed against them. We are the only paper 
in this country that has not a cock-sure opinion 
on this point, pro or con. 


* 
* 

I1].—The matter of a Cabinet Officer’s nold- 
ing stock in a company whose affairs are favor- 
ably affected by Executive action—which is 
what it amounts to—is still another thing. And 
on this point, among people of common-sense 
and common morals, there ought to be no two 
Opinions, Let not the common-sense man be 
led into an argument about the way in which 


| 
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It is well that the children who read, in the time to come, 


of the war we knew, 


Of the war they know as a story, a tale that is told, that 
y y 


quickens the blood: 


It is well they should read of a man like this, brave of the 
bravest, simple and strong ; 
Clean-handed, high-hearted, faithful, a Man. 


It is over, now. 


In book and song, in picture and carven stone, it lives for 


them yet; 


But for us who were then of the living, when the smoke of 
the first gun rose to the angered heaven, 
It lives in remembered tears, in pangs and pains that are 


past forgetting— 
Lives and will live. 


Song and story to them, that tell of their country’s greatness ; 
Something to us it was that came home, sharp as the thrust 


of a sword. 


We knew the doubts and the fears, and the anguish ; 

Theirs is only the thrill, the fire and the flush, and the 
gladness of glory recounted ; 

They listen, they read, and they know that the land is great. 


Well for them, then, that among the heros and traitors, 
Among the good and the bad, warriors and weaklings, 


His figure shall stand, 


Simple and brave and fair, wholly untainted, wholly un- 


stained, clean-handed, 


High-hearted, true, and ever to be remembered— 
Faithful, brave, a Man; ever to be remembered. 


nm. c..&. 











Mr. Garland got his stock. ‘That has nothing 
to do with the main fact. If he got it by special 
act of Providence, and has a title guaranteed 
by the eternal principle of righteousness, it 
makes no difference. He ought not to hold the 
stock and sit in the Cabinet. It is for him, and 
for no one else, to elect which he shall do. But 
he cannot do both without hurting his own rep- 


utation and those of his chief and his associates, 
* 


* * 

IV.—The public has no interest in Rogers. 

* 

These things the common-sense man may 
“tie up to.” So long as he keeps them in mind, 
he may know how he stands on the essential 
points of this mixed-up and highly unpleasant 
matter, And let him remember, furthermore, 
that we say now what we have always said — 
that it is better to be right than to be either 
Republican or Democratic. 


* 

Some people have shown a disposition to 
find fault with the selection of Mr. Roscoe 
Conkling as counsel to the latest of our in- 
vestigating committees. But we, who have 
spoken harshly of Mr. Conkling, now and then, 
we gladly seize this occasion to express our en- 
tire approval of the committee’s choice. It has 
been said that Mr. Charles P. Miller under- 
stands better the special work that is to be 
done by the committee; and that he would be 
more likely to extract valuable information 
from Mr. Sharp and his friends. This may be 
true. But we are not looking at it from that 





pointof view. We think that the position is par- 
ticularly well calculated to give Mr. Conkling 
an opportunity to display his peculiar and pic- 
turesque talents right in the public eye. No 
better method could have been devised to put 
a valuable Republican leader, too long retired 
from politics, once again into active training. 
Oh, yes, that investigating committee will ac- 
complish something, 

You MAy not be aware, gentle and fair reader, of the 
fact that PucK’s ANNUAL for 1886 is out. You have 
been a constant reader of our valuable paper from the 
start—also a subscriber, We know you well, and that 
is why we wish to impress on you for your own good that 
Puck recently issued his ANNUAL for 1886, The unpre- 
cedented success of his former ANNUALS is what prompted 
him to do it. Puck has made the world laugh so long 
with this book that he was afraid to stop the public laugh- 
ter by giving up his ANNUAL too suddenly, for fear of 
evil results. Besides, he has a business head, and when- 
ever he gives up an ANNUAL he gets a quarter for the 
sacrifice. Twenty-five cents a copy is the price. Four 
copies for a real dollar, A trade-dollar buys three copies 
and five cents change. People, before reading, should 
fasten their clothing on with ropes, for the ANNUAL re- 
moves the buttons. Recently, out West, the cyclone of 
laughter that followed the recital of one of its many cor- 
uscating gems—born to blush for a quarter—removed 
the button from the kitchen door, and the storm-king 
walked in and sat down, and got laughing so hard that 
he almost melted intosunshine. He said he would like to 
have a copy to read to the blizzard; but, as the farmer 
wasn’t casting pearls before storm-kings that day, old 
Boreas had to be contented with what he heard. On de- 
parting, he told all the jokes to the cyclones and blizzards 
off duty, and they laughed until they cried. Their tears 
were the warm rain we had last Thursday, and their 
smiles the succeeding balmy and salubrious sunshine. 
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PATIENCE. 


A woman may have the patience to sit at the 
window all day watching for the postman, and 
to sew together eight million, nine hundred and 
forty-six thousand, four hundred and eighteen 
pieces: of silk for a crazy-quilt, but still she 
hasn’t a moment’s patience with her husband 
because he cannot remember what every woman 
he met that day had on. But a man has no pa- 
tience at all. If he put a kettle on to boil, he 
would expect it to boil in half-a-minute. If he 
undertakes to put on a new collar, and it doesn’t 
button on easily, and without breaking his nails, 
he will slam it down, become exasperated, and 
scold his wife for not running the house more 
economically. ‘The man who has the patience 
to play chess on a train could not wait in a 
big dry-goods store for his change without losing 
his temper. If he could, he would be a patient 
man, 

To Job is universally conceded the heavy- 
weight patient championship; but if you will 
but take the trouble to read the history of that 
grand old man, you will find that he never wore 
holes in his soul ringing alarms for messenger- 
boys, and was never at their mercy. You will 
also infer that his copy was not gone over and 
changed by a German proof-reader, or set by 
the type-setter of the same nationality, and such 
errors as “ mastiff’’ for “distaff”? indulged in. 
For, had this happened, the member for Uz 
would probably have been tried a little beyond 
even his endurance. 

The patience of Job is about as well known 
as the “ Patience’ of Mr. Gilbert; but we don’t 
believe Job would accept twenty dollars in pen- 
nies, and have the patience to count it with 
cotton gloves on, without waxing mad. And 
we don’t believe he could take a bull-dog on a 
rope up Broadway on a slippery day, and have 
the dog tacking in every direction, and wind- 
ing the rope around his legs, without expressing 
himself pretty freely. 

Job had many things to try his patience, and 
in this respect we are all Jobs. If our best 
friend asks us a silly question when we are in 
the middle of a long column of figures, it puts 
us out, and we lose our heads. If a man stands 
on our toes in a crowded horse-car, and re- 
mains on them for two minutes, and continues 
to remain on them, we lose our patience, and 
fire off a volley of invective only fit to be di- 
rected at a canal-mule. 

Our patience is tried by the waiter who makes 
us wait fifteen minutes when we are hungry, and 





brings cold stewed oysters, or warm raws; it is 
tried by our tailor, who makes us wait two weeks 
for a suit of clothes that doesn’t fit until it is 
altered several times, which takes another week ; 
it is tried by our barber, who puts us through 
the same course of questions every time we get 
shaved. Our patience is sorely tested by the 
tailor’s collector, who comes around three or 
four several times a week. But we will venture 
to say that he doesn’t try our patience half as 
much as we try his. 

Patience is a beautiful virtue, in whatever 
form we see it. A dog jumping for a bone that 
is held just out of his reach is a beautiful sight. 
Hope shines in his face, and his untiring energy 
is impressing. He keeps on jumping with might 
and main, until his patience finally tries that of 
his tormentor, and he gets the bone. If that 
dog were a man, he would be able to make a 
good living out of writing sonnets. If he treed 
a bear, he would wait under the tree until the 
bear starved and dropped dead out of the limbs. 
If he were out driving and the horse balked, he 
would sit still and tire the horse into a run. 

They say everything comes to him that waits. 
The man who waits must have patience. We 
think that the reason why we have no patience 
ourselves just now is because that commodity 
is exhausted by the many men who are, just at 
present, waiting for postmasterships from Pres- 
ident Cleveland. 








FROM A MINISTER’S NOTE-BOOK. 





“The light of the declining sun illuminates 
the Golden Horn. Amidst the glinting glare 
of coruscating minarets, the scintillating quiver 
of the pellucid waves, and the dreamy, sensuous 
opalescent haze of the benignant Oriental atmos- 
phere, the rapt and bewildered soul bathes its im- 
measurable longings in the transcendent splen- 
dors of the dying day, and mounts heavenward 
on careering pinions to the Elysian bowers of 
everlasting glory and eternal magnificence. My 
soul drinks in and absorbs the subtle rapture 
of the scene, while Fancy waves her wizard 
wand, and conjures from visionary abodes the 
phantom forms of Saracen and Crusader. The 
flickering glimmer of the full-orbed sun lights 
up the summits of the surrounding hills, while 
the last pale purple tints of the exquisitely re- 
fined crépuscule are as soft as the bloom ona 
school-girls cheek, and vaguely resemble the 
ghastly brindled hue of Abdul Hamid’s mous- 
tache.” J. A. M. 





UNCLE SAM GETS ANOTHER SHOCK— 





THIS TIME FROM AN ELECTRIC PAN-HANDLE. 


UNFAIR. 

The people of South 
| Egremont, Mass., are 
threatening to tar and 
feather Richard Win- 
chell, who has disposed 
of his wife at private 
sale. We suppose the 
people of South Egre- 
| mont wanted a public 
' auction, in order that 

they might all have a 
chance to bid. 








HE Is. 
“A German mechanic 
can support himself and 
his family on five dol- 
lars a week,” says an 
' exchange. We presume 
4 this refers to a German 

~ | who is not a Socialist. 
To be a Socialist, a Ger- 
man is obliged to spend 
that much for lager- 
beer alone. 





 — 


Puckerings. 


«*T’ROUGH T’ICK AN’ T’ROUGH 1T’IN.” 





Now, Barney, me jewel, I’m wid yez foriver, 
An’ in all av loife’s battles I hope yez may win; 
I ’ll iver be true, an’ forsake yez, no—niver! 
But be wid yez always, t’rough tick an’ t’rough t’in. 


Av yez go to America, faith I ’ll go wid yez, 
In that land of the free where Moichael has been; 
Perhaps it ’s an’ Aldherman’s woife yez might make me: 
Av yez do, I ‘ll be wid yez, t’rough tick an’ t’rough 
Vin. 


Shure Moichael, me brother, tould me all about parties, 
An’ how in the cities the Dimocrats win; 

Faith, a nice dacint man is bound to get office, 
Av he sticks to the party, t’rough tick an’ t’rough tin. 


An’ Aldherman has a foine chance to sell charters, 
Go bail for the byes, whin the cops take thim in; 
Besides making deals, there ’s a share in ‘*Sharp”’ 
barters, 
Av yez kape her eye open, t’rough t’ick an’ t’rough t’in, 


Or yez might be elected to the State Legislater; 
Thin ye’d have the occasion a starter to win; 
Yez cud offer a bill ’gainst a rich corporation, 
An’ they ’d come wid the boodle, t’rough t’ick an’ 
Vrough t’in, 


Faith the Yankees don’t care who hold the positions— 
Who cobble their laws, or grow wealthy through sin; 

Av yez rob thim too much they appoint a commission, 
But kape grubbin’ for money, t’rough t’ick an’ t’rough 


tin, 
THE SKELETON. 





A MAN ON skates is necessarily slipshod. 


No. sir, the male shad is not a roe-buck. 





ONE THING AND ANOTHER—Sausage- Meat, 


APPARENTLY, SOME fool doctor has been set- 
ting the broken back-bone of Winter. 





SECRETARY MANNING has just made a call 
for $10,000,000, And yet some people are sat- 
isfied to play two-dollar limit. 


THE ONLY picture that newspapers cannot 
palm off for somebody else is Ben Butler’s, 
Once used, it is dead stock. 


- 


WomaN SAYS a great deal that she ought not 
to say, and man leaves unsaid a great deal that 
ought to be said, and there is not too much truth 
in either of them. 


In THE Zukertort-Steinitz chess-match, and 
in the Schaefer-Vignaux billiard-match, where 
does the Yankee come in?—Aartford Post. 
He comes in at the door, if he can’t crawl 
through a window. 


WE OFTEN feel peculiar, 
As through this world we range; 
But of all our funny feelings, 
Perhaps the one most strange 


Is that we know when with vigor 
We shoot one foot in the air, 
To break the ribs of the bull-dog 

That jumps and isn’t there. 


AN INDEPENDENT PosiTION. 

WiFE (looking over the paper).—1 see the 
Cotopaxi is experiencing some internal dis- 
orders.” 

Huspanp (indifferently).—“<T'm glad of it. 
Now that we have American opera, we are 
| perfectly independent of these foreign artists.” 
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QUAKER CITY NEWS. 





PHILADELPHIA, February 15th, 1886. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

Your Philadelphia correspondent did a very 
funny thing without meaning to do it, I guess. 
We have a joke here which you probably have 
not heard of in New York, It consists in call- 
ing any old, old story or worn-out saying a 
“chestnut.” For example: A Sunday-school 
teacher, one day not long since, opened the ex- 
ercise in his class by reading the following se- 
lection: “Suffer little children”—he had pro- 
gressed so far, when a new scholar sung out: 
“ Chestnut—can’t you give us something fresh, 
say ?”? I tell this that you may more thoroughly 
comprehend the character of the joke I’ve been 
speaking of. 

Charley Chestnut, indeed! The news he gave 
was chestnuts, and no mistake. I have to pro- 
pose that you take me in your “reportorial”’ 
corps. I will give you, indeed, photographs of 
current events. As an earnest of my good in- 
tention, I forward you the following items: 

There are vibrating in the lively atmosphere 
of our go-ahead city whisperings of a certain 
wonderful discovery or invention, which is des- 
tined to “knock out” steam, gas, electricity, 
and all other known and unknown forces, I 
have taken pains to get at the bottom facts, and 
can inform you that the discoverer of this won- 
derful force is named Keely, and in his honor, 
and as a fitting tribute to his wonderful genius, 
the force is to be called the Keely Motor. The 
discoverer is secure in an immortality brighter 
and more glorious than that of any preceding 
scientist. A public exhibition of this new force 
is to be given some day during the current cen- 
tury, a full report of which I hope to forward to 
Puck. 

My other item of news is the Penn and Ink 
(Indian Ink) Treaty, which has been consum- 
mated between the Aborigines, who have been 
in camp at Northern Liberties, Moyamensing 








and Manayui:k, and on the boarders of Wissa- 
hickon and Wingohoking Creeks, and an elderly 
gentleman of the Quaker persuasion named 
Penn. This treaty, which is called Penn’s 
‘Treaty with the Indians, was perfected on an 
island in the Delaware River, and, in honor of 
the event, the city authorities have unanimously 
resolved to call this island ‘Treaty Island. When 
anything later shall turn up, you may expect to 
hear from me again. 
Yours truly, 
CHESTNUT Burr. 
P, S.—If you shall think this of any money 
value, please contribute the amount in my name 
to the starving poor in Ireland. C. B. 








DEFINITIONS OF THE DAY. 





A Rep SETTER—The Sun. 





THE MERIDIAN BALL—A Beer. 





On THE LinE—The Clothes-Pin. 





THE Boycotr—The Trundle-bed. 





THE KinG FisHER—Izaak Walton. 





A GuineEa-Pic—An Avaricious Briton. 


Bo_t Upricht—The Offender in the Pillory. 





WE ARE SEVEN—The President and Cabinet. 





A Raptr Expression— That of the Hammered 
Pugilist. 





TimE-HonorED — The Man Who Breaks the 
Record. 





A DIAMOND IN THE RouGH—The Stud on 
the Prize-fighter’s Shirt-front. 











UNAPPRECIATED 


NATIVE TALENT. 





FonD MoTHER.—‘‘I think Violet’s voice ought to be cultivated abroad.” 
SENSIBLE FATHER.—‘*‘ Anywhere would suit me, except at home.” 





AN OPENING FOR MINISTERS. 





The cable is a great source of amusement. It 
now announces that Berlin is going to establish 
an anthropological garden, in which families of 
foreign people, able to stand the climate, are to 
continually reside, while every summer there 
will be importations of people from tropical and 
other countries. This is a most cheering an- 
nouncement. ‘The amusement combined with 
instruction that can be extracted from an exhib- 
ition of this kind can hardly be too highly es- 
timated, 

As people are to be imported every summer 
from foreign countries, an excellent opening is 
provided for the disposal of those clergymen 
who are unable to remain in this courtry dur- 
ring the warm weather.. Instead of being put 
to the expense of sending their ministers abroad, 
and to the spiritual discomfort of laying aside 
their religion in the hot weather—just at the 
time when its need is most pertinently suggested 
—congregations can hire their pastors out for 
the summer to the Berlin Anthropological Gar- 
dens. Thus the pastors will be transported 
across the ocean, and receive the benefits of a 
sea-voyage at the expense of the Berlin show- 
men, instead of at the cost of their own long- 
suffering parishioners, 

While in Berlin they would have the oppor- 
tunity of learning the German language, and of 
imbibing the German theology and philosophy. 
The usefulness of the German language to a 
minister can hardly be disputed, while the value 
of German theology and philosophy is beyond 
question. Ministers who could come back to 
this country filled with the essence of Kant, 
Schelling and Hegel would be able to distrib- 
ute among their congregations a cheerful and 
inspiring eclectic mysticism which would en- 
tirely supersede the present popular beliefs, ag- 
nosticism and esoteric Buddhism 

Again, the minister’s views would be largely 
widened by direct personal contact with the in- 
habitants of so many nations, Pastors run over 
to Europe in the summer, and, after tarrying a 
few days in London, and pausing long enough 
to throw up their hands in holy horror at the 
wicked exterior beauty of Paris, they hasten to 
the Holy Land, and there, as Mark Twain has 
so graphically told us, shed copious floods of 
tears at every corner. Then they come home, 
and most of them write what they fondly fancy 
are books, But by spending the summer in the 
company of a choice collection of gentlemen 
of Japan, China, India, Australia, the Congo 
territory, Patagonia and Texas, they would un- 
questionably acquire a breadth of information 
and an equipoise of thought that would be 
wholly beneficial to their congregations on this 
| side of the Atlantic. . 

We see only one drawback to this plan, and 
that affects only the minister. ‘The pastor would 
find himself in a community provided with the 
widest possible range of religious beliefs. He 
would at once deem it his duty to enter upon mis- 
sionary labors, and would strive to convert the 
Patagonian and the Texan to Christianity and 
civilization. The ultimate result of this might 
be that the Patagonian would forget that he 
was no longer on his native heath, and might 
proceed to make South American mince-meat 
of the minister. It is true that the inhabitants 
of Berlin would thus be afforded the interesting 
and instructive spectacle of cannibalism as it is 
at home; but even this does not quite reconcile 
the mind to the possible mastication of respected 
divines. For, if the visible supply of clergymen 
was thus decreased, one of two things would 
happen. Either the theological seminaries would 
double their present onput, or the ministers 
would stay at home and preach all summer. 
The present state of things is preferable. 





W. J. HENDERSON. 
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THE 


where there are trousers there must be men.” 





“The Flowers that Bloom in the Spring.” 





Dedicated to the Pianist on the Floor Above. 


The flowers that bloom in the spring, tra-la, 
I hope will grow over your head; 
For the way that you torture that air, tra-la, 
Is causing the loss of my hair, tra-la, 
And making me wish I were dead, 
And making me wish I were dead; 
And that’s what 7 mean when I say and I sing: 
Oh, bother the flowers that bloom in the spring! 


The flowers that bloom in the spring, tra-la, 
Are dragging me down to the grave; 

From the earliest hour of the day, tra-la, 

Until midnight you hammer away, tra-la, 
While I dance around down here and rave, 
While down here I cuss and I rave. 

(REFRAIN.) 
And that’s what I mean when I say and I sing: 
Oh, dash the dod-gasted old flowers of spring! 


The flowers that bloom in the spring, tra-la, 
Had better stop dummed soon, 
Or I to rage will succumb, tra-la, 
And go out and get a bass-drum, tra-la, 
And a man who can play the bassoon, 
And a man who can toot the bassoon; 
Then from morning till night the whole building will ring 
With the air of ** The flowers that bloom in the spring.” 











Jones Won’t Go Out After Dark Without 
His Dog. 


| FREE LUNCH. 


Ir wILL be remembered that “Old Uncle 


| Ned” laid down the shovel and the hoe, and | 


| hung. up the fiddle and the bow. Probably if 
| Ned had stuck to the shovel and the hoe, he 
would not have been compelled to “hang up” 
his fiddle and bow. There is a moral here. 


THE woMAN who can keep still half-a-minute 
to have her picture taken cannot keep still a 
quarter of a second when told that her hated 
neighbor is passing in a new hat. 


a word during dinner; which reminds us of the 
old adage: “ ‘The silent sow sups all the soup.” 


‘“‘ THERE’S PLENTY of room at the top,”’ is the 
motto of the hotel-clerk, who always takes great 
delight in skying a guest. 

Ir ort had been struck in that vicinity, Rome 
would have been built in a day. 


How A ROOSTER must feel when gazing at an 
incubator! 











Happy Harry. 
bane 


Ir 1s related of Confucius that he never spoke | 


BURGLARY SCARE IN THE SUBURBS. 





| AN ODE TO A BRAND-NEW INFANT. 











Watching for Burglars. 


Alas, poor little kid, 

Ilow young and fresh you are! 
You cannot chew your quid, 

Nor smoke the vile cigar. 


But you can lie in bed, 
And bellow like a calf, 
And wag your hairless head 

Until you make us laugh. 


And you can howl at night, 

And make your poppy bound 
From bed in costume light, 

And tote you round and round. 


And you can kick and scream, 
And have the gripes and colic, 

And wake us from our dream 
With noises diabolic. 


Ah, frisky juvenile, 
Though joyous now you be, 
With mint and castor-ile, 
And pap and catnip-tea, 


The time at length will come 
When you must ‘¢ up and git,” 
And earn your daily crumb, 
By toil or trade or wit, 
Just like the rest of us. 
EPHRAIM MUGGINS, 
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HORSECARCERATION. 


Ting! 

I get aboard, and stamp the snow off my feet. 

Ting! ting! 

The car starts. I enter, and find it empty; 
for I live in the suburbs, near the end of the 
company’s line, not from choice, but in a kind 
of pecuniary exile. 

I note that the car is cold and damp. The 
golden yellow of the straw that covers its floor 
is glazed over in spots with the rich, transpar- 
ent brown of inspissated tobacco-juice. The 
air is like the air of the latest comic song— 
second-hand and reminiscent of things even 
worse than itself. 

I shiver slight!y, though I wear a garment 
that is something between a coat andsa stove, 
and turning up my collar, shuffle my feet in 
the damp straw to keep them warm. 

People keep getting in, and by degrees the 

car becomes filled. Whenever a person enters, 
every one at once moves up solicitously. 
- Heaven only knows how many pairs of trou- 
sers I have worn out by merely sliding up and 
down, to give people seats. Custom compels 
the immediate neighbors of every one who 
quits the car to fussily encroach upon the 
space he thus leaves, regardless of the fact that 
they will have to move back again to accom- 
modate the next comer. ‘The only exception 
to this trousers-destroying rule is when one or 
the other of them happens to adjoin a remark- 
ably pretty girl. I never saw the reason for 
this singular exception, until I happened, one 
day, to occupy just such a position myself. 

This morning I chance to sit next such an- 
other pretty girl. Presently the entrance of an 
elderly and wholly undesirable female makes it 
necessary for some one to move up, as usual. 
This is merely an algebraic | 
expression, to represent what I really say when 
the pretty girl moves eway from me, instead of 
toward me. 

Why does she do this? Why do they a/. 








ways do it? J always move the other way, 

myself, I am too thoughtful of others to per- | 
mit elderly and undesirable neighbors to inter- | 
fere with the pleasures of their ride. 

Everybody on the other side of the car is 
more or less ill-looking, though on my own | 
side, and consequently where I can’t very well 
see them, are several remarkably attractive | 
young women. The injustice of this arrange- 
ment makes me scowl fiercely at my vés-a-vis, 
who is smirking conceitedly at the young lady | 
next but one. He does not seem to mind me 
particularly, however. 

Suddenly a most charming young person en- | 
ters the car. There are several vacant seats 
across the way, and I am secretly exulting, 
when an officious ass on my own side makes | 
room for her, and she squeezes into the seat 
thus provided. 
ae mien $2 

It is all I can do to restrain myself from 
pulling the nose of my vés-d-vis, who at once 
transfers his hideous and impertinent leer to the 
new comer, whom / can’t even get a glimpse 
of without half breaking my neck. 

I fall to wondering, as we jolt down-town, if 
the average pretty girl has any idea of the anx- 
ieties and bitterness that her entrance into a 
car full of men occasions. It is ten to one 
that, when they are slow to move up, she re- 
gards them as boors, Foolish pretty girl! 

Their slowness is, instead, the very top and 
tassel of masculine flattery. ‘They are simply 
waiting for the fellows on the opposite side to 
move up, so that they can enjoy the privilege 
of sitting vés-d-vés with her. And if they don’t | 
rise and offer her a seat, it is because every | 
man Jack of them, having an even chance of | 
sitting opposite, and one in ten, or so, of sitting | 
next her, revolts at the idea of incommoding | 








himself, through an almost obsolete idea of po- 
liteness, for the sole benefit of the ten men 
across the way and the two on either side of 
him. Such heroic self-denial is not in human 
nature; besides— 

‘“‘ Here, hi, there!’? I rise and pull the strap 
myself, as the conductor is looking the other 
way. 

Ting! 

‘The car stops, and I start for the door. It 
is my last chance. As I walk majestically down 
the car, I gaze at the charming young person 
with a look of respectful admiration, in marked 
contrast to the bold stare of the fellow opposite. 
While achieving this feat of facial expression, | 
accidentally tread on the foot of a fat man, 
who precipitately withdraws the crushed mem- 
ber. This upsets me, and, missing the strap, I 
fall gropingly into the lap of the young person. 

A rude and unsympathetic laugh follows me 
to the door, and as I look back, I see the young 
person exchange a smile with the man across 
the way—at my expense, no doubt. 

I jam my hat down over 
my eyes, and step off the car into a puddle. 

Ting! ting! F, E. CHASE. 
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AN ENGLISHMAN 1n Madras has, by a lucky 
accident, made a photograph of a tiger in the 
act of seizing its prey. ‘The camera was focussed 
on a buffalo tied to a stake some thirty feet off, 
and had just received a dry plate, when a tiger 
leaped from the jungle and struck down the 
buffalo with a single blow. The operator kept 
his presence of mind, and released his shutter 
before taking to his heels, The negative proved 
a poor one. The artist should have told the 
tiger to fix his eye on something and “look 
pleasant.” 





RANDOM REMARKS. 





A YOUNG MAN who started a weekly paper a 
few days ago appropriately remarks, in his first 
number: ‘‘Now is the winter of our discon- 
tent.”” It is such quotations as this that make 
Mr. Shakspere’s works the aid to newspaper 
editors that they are. 





AN EXCHANGE says: “‘T'wo Chicago doctors 
recently pronounced a woman dead when she 
was not dead.”” The only remarkable thing 
about this item is, after the two doctors hac 
treated the woman, that she should not be dead. 





MARTIN FARQUHAR TUPPER is said to have 
recently begun taking a very gloomy view of 
life. ‘This is entirely inexcusable. At his age, 
Mr. Tupper really ought to have known better 
than to begin reading his own poems, 





A PLUMBER WENT out to collect a bill three 
weeks ago, and has not yet returned. It is sup- 
posed that he was paid in small bills, and that 
he is still counting the money, to make sure that 
the amount is correct. 





‘* WHERE WOULD people get their butter if it 
were not for me ?”’ asks a cow in a story-paper. 
We should like to ask this inquisitive cow if it 
has never heard of oilymargarine. 





SOME ONE says: “The mischievous boy is 
simply a locomotive off the track.” And, we 
may remark, a wrecked locomotive is generally 
caused by a misplaced switch. 





It 1s because the negro minstrel leads such a 
rapid life that he so seldom makes old bones. 








THE PUNISHMENT 











FITS THE CRIME. 
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There can be no question that men are punished for their misdeeds in the course of their lives. 
Any one could easily foresee the fate of the man who wrote “ Beautiful Snow.” 
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DISTINCTIONS IN SOCIETY. 


“ And, pray, who may that be ?” 

So spoke Mme. Dellibiti, raising her glasses 
languidiy to her eyes, as she surveyed a young 
lady who was just entering the ball-room. 

“T don’t know, mama, I’m sure. I never saw 
her before,”’ answered the Signorina Dellibiti. 
“She certainly doesn’t belong to our set.” 

“Who’s that ?”? inquired Charley Dellibiti. 
the eldest son of the family, leaning over his 
mother’s chair: ‘“‘ Whom do you mean ?” 

“That tall blonde girl down there with the 
diamond ear-rings.”’ 

“Oh, that’s Mlle. Celli,’ said Charley. 

‘And, pray, who is Mlle. Celli?” inquired his 
mother. 

“She’s the daughter of Signor Celli, head- 
waiter at the Curry Hill Hotel. 

* “Qh, then she must be a débutante. I’m sur- 
prised, however, at her being here. I under- 
stood that this ball was to be quite as exclusive 
as the Patriarchs’.” 

“This ball”? was the Italian Waiters’ Ball, 
held last week. Mme. Dellibiti was the wife of 
the head-waiter at Dolmenico’s, and her posi- 
tion in society was unquestionable. She was 
the leader of the set, and the patroness of the 
younger women. Her little dinners, prepared 
by her husband, who knew how to carry home 
the best things left from the great public din- 
ners at Dolmenico’s, were unequaled. As she 
sat in her box, and looked calmly down upon 
the brilliant assemblage, any one could see that 
she was a very proud and reserved woman. 

“And who is this lady entering now ?” she 
asked. 

“That,” said Charley: ‘‘is Mme. Bottini, 
wife of the head-waiter at the Braunschweig.” 

“Dear, dear!’? exclaimed Mme. Dellibiti: 
“how did she secure an invitation, when it is 
known that our set does not recognize the stand- 
ing of those vulgar new people across the way ? 
It is shameful the way society is losing its dis- 
tinctiveness. All lines of demarkation are be- 
coming obliterated now-a-days by money. Any 
one who has money can enter society. It was 
not so when I was young. It is not so in any 
other country on the face of the earth. I can- 
not understand it all.” 

“ But, mother,” said Charley: “these people 
have perfect manners, I am sure they are per- 
fect ladies and gentlemen.” 

“It is impossible, my son. Blood will tell. 
They cannot be ladies and gentlemen unless 
they have that true nobility which is inseparable 
from genteel birth, Now, see that lady just 
passing the box.” 

Mme. Dellibiti bowed with a graciousness 
which her son thought approached the bound- 
aries of toadyism. ‘The lady to whom she bowed 
was a little old woman with corkscrew gray 
curls, Her neck was enveloped in a very old 
and very dirty lace handkerchief, and she wore 
a threadbare black silk. Her nose was turned 
suggestively upward, and the corners of her 
mouth quite as suggestively downward. She 
was accompanied by her daughter, who had on 
an enormous train and a very low corsage, the 
latter displaying a very thin and bony neck, 
The girl looked sallow and ill-fed, and fre- 
quently had recourse to her smelling-salts. 

“There,” said Mrs, Dellibiti: “is a lady of 
the old school. ‘That is Mme. Tolliani, wife 
of the chef at Dolmenico’s down-town restau- 
rant, She has been there ever since the elder 
Dolmenico’s time. She still lives down in the 
old portion of the city, and feels as proud of 
being a part of the old Knickerbocker region 
asa queen. You must understand that she is 
in the old house—the Beaver Street house. 
That is the most blue-blooded of all our houses, 
The Broadway House comes next in rank, while 
the lowest is the New Street place, which is fre- 
quented by a very mixed crowd of brokers and 








TOPPMAN’S TRIBULATION. 

















Our friend, Mr. Toppman, is having some alterations made in the partitions of his private office, ‘This 
represents him trying to conduct some important and delicate commercial negotiations through the telephone 


while the aforesaid alterations are being made. 








oil-speculators, and even by mining men, You 
must never associate with any one from that 
place, my children.” 

Both children bowed gravely in assent to 
their mother’s words. ‘Then a gentleman waiter | 
came to take the young girl to dance, and 
Charley went off to seek a partner. He had 
the good fortune to be presented to a debutante 
whose card was not full—a beautiful girl, with 
the manners of an empress and the conversa- 
tion of a poet. He danced with her and was 
enchanted. He went back to his mother’s box, 
and burst into rapturous praise of his late part- 
ner. His mother smiled. 

“She must have been a daughter of the old 
house, and of the bluest blood. What was her 
name ?”? 

“‘Signorina Micaela Bonarumma,” replied 
Charley. 

“Great heavens!” exclaimed Mme. Dellibiti. 

For a moment it looked as if she were about 
to faint, but she recovered herself witli a su- 
preme effort, and, rising, said: . 

“Take me home at once. I cannot remain 
at a ball where such people come.” 

“ But, mother, she is a lady.” 

“Impossible! Her father keeps a cheap 
restaurant on the East Side. 

W. J. HENDERSON, 








Auswers for the Aurions. 


C.—Cease. 

D. D.—Don’t, dear. 

P. P.—Please pretermit. 

F. R. S.—Thanks; but don’t feel too much encouraged. 

MADGE.—You are so bad a poetess that we know you 
must be a sweet, sweet girl. 

J. G. L.—A long life of penitence may atone. We 
say ‘‘ may ”—we are not betting on it. 

X. X. X.—If money is any object to you, we will head 
a popular subscription to induce you to stop writing. 

CLaARA.—If you will take your poem back, we will 
pay the expressage and give you a chromo. The chromo 
will match the poem, 

WILLIAM F.—We have filed your contribution—Cat 
Literature, Back-Fence Division, Nocturnal, Boot-jack 
Variety, simplex, No. 231,149. 








PUCK’S VIEWS AND REVIEWS. 


Longfellow is said to have invariably been kind to book- 
agents and autograph-hunters. The revised catechisms 
will probably read as follows: ** Job was the most patient 
man in the world up to the time of Longfellow.” 


It is not often that we poor mortals are given an op- 
portunity to know what our friends in the next world 
think of us, but such an opportunity is afforded by Mrs. 
S. G. Horn’s book, ** The Next World Interviewed.” 
|Thomas R. Knox & Co.] ‘Through the agency of a 
medium, John Stuart Mill discourses on * Immortality,” 
Agassiz on ** Evolution,” Titian on ‘*Art,”? Herodotus on 
** Prehistoric Men,”’ while Dickens has ‘* Christmas Car- 
ols,” and J. Fenimore Cooper ‘* Lone Star: An Indian 
Spirit’s Story.”” Some people may be glad to learn that 
education ceases with death, for none of the spirits knows 
any more than he did when in the flesh. Some of 
them have apparently forgotten a good deal that they 
did know. But this mav be the effect of the climate. 

A recently published poem begins: ‘She laughed a 
merry laugh.” His hat probably flew off his head and 
settled ina mud-puddle. That usually affects them this 
way. 


‘¢ Talks About the Weather”? might be a manual of 
conversation designed to give a pleasing variety for such 
time-honored remarks as ** very open winter, this,” or ¢¢ is 
this cold enough for you?” or, supposing the volume to 
be calculated for the general climate of New England, it 
might be so filled with expletives and dashes as to be 
quite an improper volume for a child, This book, issued 
from the Chatauqua Press, does not seem to meet either 
of these long-felt wants. As nearly as we can grasp its 
design, it seems to be intended to explain why, with the 
thermometer at seventy in your sitting-room on one night, 
you should feel cold shivers down your spine, and on 
another, with the mercury at the same point, feel stewed 
and suffocated with the heat. 


A.C. Armstrong & Son publish a book, by Gordon 
Stables, a surgeon in the Queen’s Navee, called ** Stan- 
ley Grahame, a Tale of the Dark Continent,” that is cal- 
culated to diive our boys into the Sunday-schools, to in- 
duce them to sign the temperance pledge, and to otherwise 
unfit them for the serious duties of life. “The hero of the 
story is a sailor-boy, who does not drink intoxicating 
liquors nor use tobacco in any form. He is not even 
able to swear with any particular fluency, and in most 
respects conforms to the conventional hero of the Sinner- 
Where-Are-You-Going tract—with the exceptions that he 
has no Reward of Merit cards from his Sabbath-school 
teacher, and does not forgive all his enemies and die ot 
consumption in the last chapter. He makes amends for 
this carelessness by foiling a couple of murders, nursing 
an unknown sick man, returning good for evil in almost 
every chapter, and otherwise making himself useful. 
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FACTS IN NATURE. 





STUDENT.—Professor, what is a race track ? 

Proressor.— The fossilized foot-print of the 
inhabitant of a former age. 

S.—What is a water-bed ? 

P.—'The bed of a river. 

S.—But 1 thought I had heard of people 
sleeping on water-beds. 

P.—Possibly. Was not the name Undine or 
Lorelei? 

S.—What is a dog-star ? 

P.—The canine who takes the first prize at 
the Bench-Show. 

S.—Is a bat a bird or an animal? 

P,—An animal. 

S.—But I suppose a cricket-bat is an insect. 

S. —What tree produces the toughest wood ? 

P.—The axle-tree. 

S.— How does a sheep-fold ? 

P.—It tucks its legs under and goes to sleep. 

S. What is a ship’s-husband ? 

P.—A man who takes care of her when she 
is doing nothing—an example that a woman’s 
husband would do well to follow. 

S.—Is a book-maker an author? 

P.—He ought to be so considered, for he 
writes to make money. But do not fall into 
the error of thinking that a librarian is neces- 
sarily a book-keeper. 

S.—Of what will the “ Music of the Future”’ 
consist ? 

P.—Wagner’s works played on steam-Calli- 
opes. He will have killed all singers before 
then. 

S.—What is a glove-fight ? 

P.—Trying to get a6 glove on a 7 hand. 


S.—What is meant by a “ light-weight girl”? ? 

P,—I presume an “ Airy Fairy Lillian ’’ sort 
of creature. 

S.—Is that the lightest kind of girl you can 
think of ? 

P.—No; there’s a windlass, 

S.—What is a stock-yard ? 

P.—Thirty-six inches, if you watch the sales- 
man closely. 

S.—What is a storm-signal ? 

P.—Club-night. 

S.—How have the present superb roses been 
produced ? 

P.—I believe they are all improvements on 
the common monthly rose. 

S.—But how did the monthly rose come? 

P.—I suppose it is an offshoot of the dog- 
rose. 

S.—But before the dog-rose ? 

P.—He was lying down, of course. If he 
hadn’t been, historians wouldn’t have taken the 
trouble to tell us the dog-rose. 

JuLian Macnvs. 








PROFIT VS. PROPHET. 





I saw upon a fly-leaf penned: 
*¢ Don’t steal this book, my honest friend, 
Or else the gallows will be your end,” 


But when the title-page I read, 
And marked the work was pirated, 
*¢ The counsel is too late,” I said— 


“© And thin!”  [ put it on the shelf. 
The P—ublisher enjoyed his pelf; 
The author ’twas who hanged himself. 





i. R.. Taser. 








THE “YOUNG FELLER” 





N.GROP RR, 
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TOOK A BIT OF A NAP. 
ttle. ae , 





: THE OLD FELLow.—* Say, young feller, when yer git through feedin’ off er that ’ere cane, you kin put 
it back from where yer tuk it; that’s yourn the other side of yer.” 








THE BONES OF COLUMBUS. 





An English paper recently printed a para- 
graph in regard to the discoverer of America, 
and that paragraph is now on its travels among 
the provincial journals of America It was last 
seen in the Sun, It states, with that charmingly 
suggestive wit in which English editors delight, 
and which other people regard with wonder 
akin to awe, that ‘‘ few men have left more sulb- 
stantial traces of their existence than Christ- 
opher Columbus.”’ Nevertheless, the paragraph 
further says, it is not known where he was bur- 
ied; for both San Domingo and Havana claim 
the possession of his bones. It seems strange 
that only two cities seek the proud honor of be- 
ing known as the burial-place of a gentleman 
so widely and favorably known as the late 
Christopher Columbus. It can be fairly said 
of him that every school-boy is acquainted with 
his life and achievements. Every school-boy 
has to be. Taking this fact into consideration, 
it seems strange that his bones should be less 
valued than those of Homer, of whom it has 
been said: | 


«« Seven cities claimed great Homer dead, 
Through which the living Homer begged his bread.” 


It is not recorded anywhere that Columbus 
living begged his bread through the cities which 
now claim the honor of surrounding his bones. 
That, however, is a matter of no consequence. 
He probably would have begged bread in those 
cities if they had been in existence when he 
reached their neighborhood, and it is not im- 
probable that he would have had conscientious 
scruples against eating the bread after he got it, 
as long as bananas and oranges were to be had 
without begging. 

The thoughtful observer of human events will 
at once perceive that the reason why Colum- 
bus’s bones have not been claimed by some city 
in the great country which, owing to the politi- 
cal “ pull’? of Americus Vespuccius, was not 
named after him, is that the idea has never been 
suggested to any enterprising American show- 
man. Frankly, and without want of reverence 
for the mighty dead, we announce our belief 
that there is money in Columbus’s bones. Prop- 
erly discovered—by a gentleman engaged in 
sinking an Artesian well through several geo- 
logical epochs, for instance—and widely adver- 
tised, they would attract greater crowds of curi- 
ous sight-seers than the remains of that famous 
personage, the Cardiff giant. 

There is only one drawback to this pleasant 
prospect. Like Webster, we know of no way 
of judging of the future save by the past. An 
eminent gentleman, who belonged to a geologi- 
cal society on the Stanislaus, once discovered 
some bones. But when he exhibited them be- 
fore the society, another member declared that 
they were the bones of one of his dead mules. 
Thereupon ensued a great confusion, in the 
course of which one of the members came into 
collision with a piece of old red sand-stone, and 
“the subsequent proceedings interested him no 
more.” If, therefore, any enterprising show- 
man does take our hint and set about discover- 
ing the bones of Columbus, let him be duly 
careful not to find them in a place where some 
person, still living and able to speak for himself, 
has buried the bones of some one of his ances- 
tors. And it would be advisable for showmen 
to come to some understanding in regard to the 
matter, for it would not do to have too many 
sets of bones discovered. Popular science has 
advanced to such a state that people wili not 
now readily believe that Columbus could have 
had one skull when a little boy and another 
when a man. 








A SECOND-HAND AFFAIR—A Watch. 





No SLoucH—A Silk Hat. 
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THE STORY OF A RIDE IN A BROADWAY CAR; or, THE HARD FATE OF A SMALL YOUNG MAN. 





The beginning of the ride. —A comfortable seat. 


NOTES FROM FLORIDA EXCHANGES. 





Moonlight skating-parties on the St. John’s 
River are all the rage. Thousands enjoyed the 
exhilarating sport last night, and the scene on 
the ice fairly rivaled the Neva at St. Peters- 
burg on a féte occasion. — Jacksonville Sunny 
South. 

A car-load of club-skates, of the most popu- 
lar style and finish, was received yesterday, di- 
rectly from the manufacturers, by the enter- 
prising firm of Finklestein & Strauss, See 
advertisement.—S/, Augustine Sunbeam, 

Colonel Rawson’s toboggan slide, occupying 
the site of his ex-orange-grove, is the boss suc- 
cess of the season. ‘The Magnolia Club, com- 
posed of the éife of the village, have engaged 
the shute for their exclusive use on Wednes- 
days and Saturdays.— Tropical Gazette. 

Have you seen the new and elegant toboggan 
and snow-shoe suits at Ellroy Brothers’, just re- 
ceived from Montreal? ‘They are selling like 
hot-cakes, and several of the latest novelties in 
trimming are pronounced by the ladies “ just 
too sweet for anything.”—Fulztka Daily Pine- 
apple. 

The fast express in charge of the gentlemanly 
Col. Davis, due here at 2.30 yesterday after- 
noon from the South, is snow-bound about ten 
miles below the Junction. Snow-plows and a 
large gang of laborers, with snow-shovels, have 
been sent to the relief of the train.— Zal/ahassee 
Sunshade. 


| 
| 





A force of over eight hundred men are now 
engaged in cutting and storing the ice on Lake 
Okeechokee. We learn from the last issue of 
the Perennial Palmtree that two hundred men, 
with teams, have already put over forty thou- | 
sand tons of Lake Kissimmee ice into the houses | 
of the two companies there.—Key West American | 
Italy. 

Slathers of tourists are daily visiting the ice- 
bridge across the Manatee River.— Palmetlo 
Plaindealer, 

Our thanks are due, and are hereby grate- 
fully tendered, to Major O’Grady, of the Night- 
Blooming Cereus Saloon, for an elegant and 
soul-inspiring steaming-hot bowl of superb Tom 
and Jerry, with which he thoughtfully cheered 
the heart of the weary scribe in ye sanctum at 
a late hour last night. ‘The bowl is now an 
aching void. Verbum sap. That is more than 
we can say of our head, at. this writing. The 
Major is the boss architect of hot drinks, and 
no mistake. Do so some more!—Ocala Honey- | 
suckle, | 

The Governor made a great hit, and made | 
himself everlastingly solid with the school- 
children of the state of perpetual sunshine 
and flowers, by appointing February roth as | 





| farce. 


They are requested by the conductor to ** Move up a 
”” 


little, please! 


a 





The end of the ride.—He had been ‘ moved up” the 
golden stairs. 





the day for tree-planting about the school- 
houses. 
and a premature Fourth of July was the result. 
Dynamite was issued to each school, for the 
purpose of blasting out the ice and frozen 
earth, preliminary to the planting. The boys 
had a circus, side-shows and all, and the num- 
ber of casualties so far reported from the igno- 
rant or careless use of the dynamite is much 
smaller than might have been anticipated. 
The “tree-planting” itself was, of course, a 
A fence-post would be as apt to raise a 
crop of figs as trees “ planted” under such cir- 


| cumstances to grow.— Wakulla Oriole. 


An: ingenious nurseryman has obtained a 


patent for an application of the roller-skate | 


principle, for taking orange-trees in at night. 


It was almost universally observed, | 





They are again requested to ‘‘ Move up a little 
more, please; plenty ’o room on this side!” 





WHAT THEY REALLY MEAN. 





When a young clerk tells you, with a non- 


| chalant air: ‘‘ My duties now are of the most 


perfunctory character,” he means that he is al- 
lowed to hang on by his eyebrows, at an infini- 
tesimal salary, or with no pay at all, till he 
can get another job. 

When you ask after the condition of a friend 
who is dangerously ill, and the doctor remarks: 


| “One should never be too sanguine—life is un- 


certain,” he means that the undertaker has got 
a dead-sure thing on your friend. 

When you, without present income or future 
prospects, ask the millionaire’s daughter to 


| marry you, and she says “‘ No,” she means No, 


and by a very large majority. 

When the aristocratic swell, accidentally put 
under personal obligations to you, says, witli a 
smile as genial as sunshine on an iceberg: “ My 
dear fellow, I’ll be delighted to have you dine 
at my house—come any day,”’ he means any 
day when he and his family are out of town 
for the season. 

When an impecunious man about town is 
accidentally caught in a Sixth Avenue bar- 
room by three or four acquaintances, and, lay- 
ing down a quarter, with galvanic hospitality 
he remarks: “ What shall it be, fellows ?—any- 
thing you like,’ he means you sfiall not like 
anything but beer. 

When the small-fry politician from Way- 
backville, who has been hanging arotnd Wash- 
ington for three months, rushes up to you in 
the hotel reading-room with a telegram in his 
hand, and says: “I find that my wife’s health 
is much worse, and I really must leave for 
home on the next train,” he means that he got 
left on his local postmastership, that he has 


' worked all the departments for a clerkship in 


It will add millions to the wealth of the state. | 


— Equatorial Horticulturist. 
Noau Count. 


SYMPATHY. 





Whene’er I have a holiday, 
Or a vacation brief, 

It passes by on fleeting wings, 
And fills my soul with grief. 


Because I cannot help but think, 
Away down in my heart, 

Of the man who drives throughout the year 
Through the city streets a cart— 


Who never has a holiday 
In all his life’s grim course, 
But stands all day upon his truck 
To hammer a balky horse. 





| 


vain, that his friends and his credit at his 
boarding-house are both exhausted, that his 
Congressman has refused to loan him another 
“X,” and that he is about to strike you for 
money enough to get home with. 

And when you say: “Ah, I’m very sorry to 
hear that— but you must excuse me—I see that 
Senator Sherman is waiting for me,” it means 
that the impecunious gentleman from Way- 
backville will have to strike somebody else— 
or walk. 








“CHARITY SUFFERETH long, and is kind.” 
This suggests a new and appropriate name for 
the New York tax-payer. 


JUDGING FRO... the large number of deceased 
journals, all started to fill long-felt wants, that 
want must be located in a cemetery. 
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A DOMESTIC ALLEGORY. 


WANTED.—A COOK. 

















PATER FAMILIAS.—** NEXT!!!” 





THE REJECTED ARTICLE. 





Midnight in the Sanctum. The solitary glim 
served only to reveal the gloom, the clock to 
punctuate the silence. ‘The gloom was all-per- 
vading, and the silence so deep that it would 
have been broken into tumultuous waves by the 
footfall of an eavesdropping mouse. Suddenly 
a sound—a rustle—as though something had 
turned in its grave—so softened the emphatic 
tone of the tyme-piece that it did not seem much 
louder than a sun-dial’s proclamations on a rainy 
day. The exclamation-points with which the 
clock had so profusely strewn its way a moment 
before were now resolved into the mildest in- 
terrogations with step-softly inflections; and 
when at length it reluctantly realized that to 
sustain its untarnished reputation it must pro- 
claim the hour, it muffled the stroke. The clock’s 
face was round with wonderment, and had it 
boasted a pair of ears, they would have been 


- at that moment elongated out of all proportion 


to itssize. Never before had such a sound been 
heard in the Sanctum: a voice, it was, that fol- 
lowed upon the heels of the shroud-like rustle — 
a voice from the dreadful depths—a sepulchral 
soliloquy from the waste-basket: 

**Do men love thee? Art thou so bound 

To men, as how thy name may sound 

Will vex thee, lying under ground?” 

Upon which the startled clock almost fell off 
its shelf. 

The Rejected Article is not, universally— 
though it ought to be—as dumb as a plate of 
oysters, or a banjo without drum or strings; and 
the one guilty of the above quotation was a 
splendid specimen of the hardy species that 
survive the rudest shock. Time may silver- 
thread its golden hair—or barber it bald-headed 
—palsy its hand, and accustom it to the use of 
the ear-trumpet and artificial ivories—but Hope 
Springs Eternal in the diaphragm. This Article 








_— 
, was of that rugged type. It had gone the rounds; 


| 





| it had climbed many a steep stair, only to 


come down again in a great hurry; it had lain 
in out-of-the-way pigeon-holes — neglected — 
forgotten; and at last had knocked at the in- 
evitable door from the other side of which no 
traveler or sketch returns, It ought to have 
been glad—but it was not. Footsore and very 
much wrinkled, it still—an “old fool” — in- 
dulged, in its expiring moment—when it should 
have been turning to repentance—in sarcastic 
inquiry. And, besides all its manifest though 
unpublished faults, it will be seen this Rejected 
Article was also guilty of misapplication of its 
quotations, Who ever heard of a Rejected Ar- 
ticle, however bad it might be, contemplating 
suicide? Occasionly, it is true, a modest MS., 
discouraged by the first rebuff, submits itself 
resignedly to the crematory; but of the kind of 
which the above was a shining light—never. 

Again it plaintively took up the burden of 
its lament: 

‘* Do men love—’ 

It was too much! The Editor’s idle pen could 
not bear it in silence. It got right down from 
its comfortable rack; it dipped itself into the 
reddest ink-bottle; it selected a random line 
from the identical poem of which the Article 
seemed so fond, and spluttered: 

“* Who'll weep for thy deficiency P”” 

Behind the spires of Brooklyn for some mo- 
ments Phoebus had been impatiently awaiting 
the tardy appearance of the sunrise gunner. 
The gunner was a good deal sleepy and a little 
bit late; so, without waiting to lace his boots, 
he hastily touched off the cannon, and Phoebus 
went up two notches, instead of one. When 
the reverberation that-rolled up the bay reached 
the Sanctum, the Editor’s pen complacently 
resumed its rack, the clock its resonant punc- 
tuations, and the Promethean Spark went out 
without a flicker. B. Zim. 





SPREADING THE BROOKLYN “ EAGLE.” 


‘Constant Reader’’ wants to know where 
he can get a complete edition of the posthu- 
mous stories by ‘‘ Huke Onway.” Oh, subscribe 
for the Hagle. We're going to write a few 
“ ourself,’ when the other fellows get tired. 

The schooner Penelope, during heavy weath- 
er, about mid-Atlantic, two weeks ago, passed a 
man on araft. The sea was running so high, 
the captain at first sailed on without attempting 
to rescue the castaway, when it was suggested 
that he might be one of Maud Miller’s husbands. 
A boat was then lowered, and he was rescued. 
Their worst fears were realized. T'was he. 

“ Alfred,” you say you have no ambition for 
a professional life, that politics are distasteful 
to you, you dislike the stage, and music bores 
you, that you never read, and it wearies you to 
carry on a conversation, you have no head for 
business, and no taste for athletic sports, and 
you don’t like to think for yourself, and want 
us to suggest an appropriate, congenial occupa- 
tion for you.” Oh, most fortunate young man! 
Blessed by all the gods that reign over our so- 
cial life! Go into “society,” Alfred, go into 
“‘society’’; you’re a born ornament for it. 

In his tart letter to the Harpers, Mr. W. S. 
Gilbert says he “kas been pillaged right and 
left”? by Americans for many years. It is a 
pity, it is more than a pity; it’s a burning 
shame the way foreign authors and lecturers 
and singers and actors are “pillaged”? by 
Americans, From the Lord Chief-Justice of 
the Empire down to Sergeant Ballantine, from 
Matthew Arnold to Oscar Wilde, from Canon 
Farrar to that singing parson, Haweis, from 
Henry Irving to Mrs, Langtry, from members 
of Parliament to proprietors of soup-kitchens, 
from Patti to Mapleson, from the time of Dick- 
ens to the days of “Pinafore,” they have 
swarmed over here, in season and out of season, 
scooping in more money in one year than they 
earned at home in three, and— well, of course, 
Mr. Gilbert has a perfect right to be tart and 
spicy about that ten pounds; but when he talks 
about being “ pillaged’? in America, it makes 
the plundered bandits smile. 

Here is another wise man who knows so 
much about sleeping that it hurts him to carry 
it around, so he unloads some of his knowledge 
upon our general ignorance. The wise man 
says: * Hunters, scouts, children, wild men, and 
all animals sleep with the spine upward. Every 
creature does this except civilized men. It is 
the natural and the right way. Sleeping on the 
face protects the vital organs in case of a shot 
from the enemy.” So it does. When we bear 
in mind that it is a poor gun in these days that 
can’t send a half-ounce ball crashing through a 
railroad-tie, and that Garfield was killed by a 
shot square in the back, we ought to get right 
down on our faces and stay there, not merely 
to protect our vital organs from chance cannon- 
shots, but to express our profound reverence 
for a man who knows so much. ‘Tell you, my 
son, this world is so chock-full of wisdom and 
knowledge and information and _ instruction 
and erudition that it is a great wonder some of 
it doesn’t escape and leak into the schools. 
—Robert J. Burdette. 





Tue Cuocorate Gir_t.—Possibly most of the people who are 
familiar with the picture of the chocolate girl, used for so long as an 
advertisement, think it a creation of some artist’s fancy. On the 
contrary, it is a portrait, the portrait of a very pretty Viennese 
woman, and has a romantic story attached to it. It seems that 
some years ago a young German student of noble birth fell in fove 
with the pretty chocolate girl who served him with this delicious 
beverage in a Vienna café. She was a respectable girl and he an 


honorable gentleman; and he married her. He felt proud of her 
humble origin, and had her portrait painted by a famous German 
artist in the picturesque costume she wore when he first met her; 
and this portrait is now among the most valued art treasures of 
the government. 


— 
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FOR WINTER WEAR. 


WARM AND DURABLE. 
OUR NEW 


Kerseys, Meltons, Beavers, etc., in every conceivable shade. 
For Overcoats to measure from $18.00. 


Foreign and Domestic Cassimeres, Cheviots, Worsteds, etc, 
of every known style and quality. 
SUITS to measur from $20.00. 
TROUSERS to measure from $5.00. 


Call and Examine, or write for samples and sel/- 
measurement chart. 


We Souler 


Nos. 145, 147 a Bowery, 


BROADWAY, COR. oth STREET, 
Opposite Stewart’s, New York. 





On, LET us together tobog, | 

With never a bump or a jog, 
With a swoop and a glide, 
Like a skiff with the tide, 

And that is the way we ’Il tobog. 


You know how to make a tobog? 
Just get you the skin of a log, 
Then straighten it out, 
Give a curl to its snout, 
Aid there is your little tobog. 


Then let us together tobog, 
To-biggity-iggity-bog, 
To-biggity ig, 
To-iggity -big, 
To-biggity-iggity-bog. 
— Yonkers Gazette. 

“Ou, by the way, pa, dear,” said a Hartford 
young lady, as she bade him good-morning: 
“don’t forget, when you come home, to bring 
one of those—one of those—one of those—you 
know, those potato-mashers.”’ 

“Oh no, indeed! Anything to encourage you 
in the household arts. Are you going to be the 
cook ?”” 

“Why, no; but, you know, I’m going to paint 
a lily of the valley on the masher-end anc a 
clematis-vine on the handle, and send it to the 
mission-fair.”” 

“ Huh!”—Hartford Post. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for 1886, that yearly budget of hilar- 
ity, is out again, ready to demolish sorrow, and cause 
pale-face care to ** walk Spanish.” It is brimming over 
with good things, and will, no doubt, stir up any amount 
of dignified mirth in the hundred thousand homes where 
it makes its yearly call. The one hundred pages which 
make up the book are elaborately illustrated by Messrs. 
Zimmerman, Opper, Wales, Graetz and Keppler, and 
the reading-matter, contributed by Puck’s own staff, is 
fattening literary food, and well calculated to lead a man 
up to a better and merrier life. Mr. Hugo Duzenbury, 
the Poet Laureate of Hoboken, contributes odes to the 
girls of twelve typical American cities, and embalms their 
peculiarities in very tuneful verse. The rest of the poems 
are equally reasonable, and the whole volume is a don 
bouche of humor and satire, that should make it a wel- 
come visitor in the home of every one who is not fossil- 
ized, and can appreciate pure and unadulterated fun.— 
The Keynote. 


A Henry County farmer came to Clinton 
on the late cold wave wearing a coon-skin over- 
coat. A west-side grocer inquired: 

“Why don’t you wear the hairy side in in- 
stead of out?” 

“T reckon the coon knew which side was the | 
warmest when he wore it, didn’t he ?”’ replied 
the farmer.—C/inton Advocate. 


THE CELEBRATED 


&tAWIN OS 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR | 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WAREROOMS: 
149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


CHICACO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


BUFFALO BILL 


And his daring adventures and narrow escapes in the West. By Ned Bunt- 
line. This is one of the most thrilling books of the present day. 12mo, 320 
pas illustrated. Price, paper cover, 50 cents; bound in cloth, $1.00. Sold 
y all booksellers, or mailed on rec eipt of price by 


J. S. OGILVIE & CO., Publishers, 
487 jt ROSE STREET, NEW YORK. 




















New Pros—E Work By SWINBURNE. 
VICTOR HUGO. By A. C.Swinburne. 1 vol.,12mo, cloth, $1.25 
490 WORTHINGTON CO., 747 Broadway, N. N. ¥. 





“* Superior to any other published.’ "Phila. Ev. Call. 


HONETIC SHORTHAND $2.50. Soca! te 
WW, OSCOODBY.FOR SELF-INSTRUCTION. 


Circulars, Testimonials, Specimen Pages, &c. 33 





Salesmen can make 300 per cent selling our 


NEW ADJUSTABLE GAS BURNER. 


Address Provivence GAs Burner Co., Providence, R. I. 


“CLUB BICYCLESAN© TRICYCLES,| 
Pract Macca NES. 
SOLD ON 


ECOVENTRY MAGHINISTSCO} 


(+239 COLUMBUS AVE. BOSTON MASS. 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 


A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


306 Broadway, Cor. Duane Street, New York. 





































** Laws grind the poor, andrichm nrulethelaw.” But let us 
be thankful that any poor sufferer can buy with only 25 cents a 
bottle of Salvation Oil. 





A sound mind goes very seldom without a sound digestion, and 
rothing contributes toward it more than the use of orator, man | 
Bitters, the world renowned appetizer and invigorator, manu- 
factured only by D~. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


ADVERTISERS can learn the cost of any proposed line of 
Advertising at Geo. P. Rowell & Co.’s Newspaper Advertising 
Bureau, 10 Speuce St., N.Y. Send roc. hendied a seo-page pamphict. 


GOLD ’ a 1878, 


Breaths Cocoe 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
4 cal, costing less than one cent a 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 
Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & C0,, Dorchester, Mass, «; 


















PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1886. 
Price Twenty-five Cents. 


EDEN MUSEE.— 


Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


| Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
__—«eher Material for Costumes, etc. 


Tl Send 6c. ‘for por postage age for free costly y ‘box of goods ods which 
will help all to more money than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers absolutely sure. 


6 Terms mailed free. Truex & Co., Augusta, Maine. 





55 West 23rd Street. 

Open from 11 to 11, Sundays from 
1 to 11.—Wonderful Tableanx and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 

—Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in the Winter 

yamng Se afternoon and evening, A-imission to all, £0 cents, Chil- 
dren. cents 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure, Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 
Address Cc. F.cU adioon Bt. onfestioner, 


78 Madison § . ‘Chi 1cago. 
TYPE TTIN 


















ogue of 
Paper Casas, &o.. to 


KELSEY le 33° 
Meriden, § 2. 


DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves,, N. Y. 















NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 
Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on 12th, 
13th and 14th pages of Puck must be handed in on 
Wednesday before 3 P. M. 





Mailed to any address on receipt of Thirty Cents, 





Forms of the 15th page are closed Friday at noon, 
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HUMILIATING 
ERUPTIONS 
ITCHING 


AND 


BURNING 
TORTURES 





AND EVERY SPECIES OF ITcHING, Scaly, Pimply, Inherited, Scro- 
fulous and Contagious Diseases of the Blood, Skin and Scalp, with 
Loss of Hair, from infancy to old age, are positively cured by the 
CuTicurA ReMeDIEs. 

Cuticura Resoivent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the blood 
and perspiration of impurities and poisonvus elements, and re- 
moves the cause. _ 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Sores, and restores 
the Hair. : 

Curicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier, is indispensable in 
treating Skin Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped 
and Oily Skin. 

Sold everywhere. Price, CuTicura, 50¢.; RESOLVENT, fr: 
Soap, 2sc. Prepared by the Porrer Druc AND Cuemicat Co., 
Boston, Mass. 

AapSend for “ How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 


Rs. 





Ruevumatic, Neuralgic, Sciatic, Sudden, Sharp and Nerv- 
ous Pains, instantly relieved by the CuticurA Anti-Pain 
Plaster. 25c. 


SCOTT’S 
EMULSION 


OF PURE COD LIVER OI 
And Hypophosphite of Lime & Soa 


Almost as Palatableas Milk. 
The only preparation of COD LIVER OIL that 
can be taken readily and tolerated for a long time 


by delicate stomachs. 
AND AS A REMEDY FOR CONSUMPTION. 


OFULOLS AFFECTI “: ANAEMIA, GEN- 
ERA EBILITY. GHS AND THROAT AF- 
y t is marvellous in its results. 


ri and endorsed by the best Physicians 
in the countries of the world. 


FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 


Hale's Honey 


HOREHOUND AND TAR 


For Persons of All Ages. 


A wonderful Cure for Coughs, Colds, 
Bronchitis and Consumption. 


m& IT BANISHES COUGHS (acute or 
@ chronic) and BREAKS UP COLDS 
like magic; IT CURES, in fact 
* where other remedies have failed: 


h © eS LL NORTEL) er 
eat efficacy HAS BEEN PROVED and its 
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its 
superiority extensively ACKNOWLEDGED. 





4q- Children derive great benefit from its sooth- 
ing properties when suffering with Croup and 
Whooping Cough. 
readiness. Price, 25c., 50c , and $1.00 per bottle—largest, cheap- 
est. Sold by all Druggists. 468 


\ 


Pike’s Toothache Drops Cure in One Minute. 


German Corn Remover Cures Corns and Bunions. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 
























The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
LL. FUNHE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 











100 New Scrap Pictures and Agent’s Samples for 1886, 5 
cents. 


. M. FOOTE, Norturorp, Conn. [479 


aap Every family should keep it in | 





Lapy (¢0 applicant).—What wages will you 
expect as nurse ? 

Applicant.—How ould is the babby, Mum? 

Lady.—Seven months, 

Applicant. — Widout laudanum, Mum, two 
dollars and fifty cents a week; wid laudanum, 
two dollars.— Harper's Bazar. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1886 comprises one hundred and 
four pages of such illustrations, poems and prose as have 
caused these issues by Keppler & Schwarzmann to be 
anxiously looked for, quickly bought, and eagerly read. 
The list of authors represented in this brochure is large, 
and their work of a kind to gladden the hearts of all who 
possess it, which they can do at twenty-five cents a copy. 
The blues cannot exist within gun-shot of it.— Yonkers 
Gazette. 

THE hydrophobia-scare is spreading all over 
the country, in spite of the fact that hydro- 
phobia is nearly as scarce as honesty.x—/Vew- 
man Independent. 


A CORRESPONDENT wants to know how to 
keep cider from working. Imbue it with So- 
cialistic ideas. Nothing works that has them. 
—Binghampton Republican, 


Puck’s ANNUAL for 1886 is out. The ANNUALS of this 
popular publication have made a place for themselves in 
our literature which is separate and distinct from that of 
any other publication in the world. Of this particular 
number we can truthfully say that it is even funnier than 
those that have preceded it.— Washington Republic. 


“Rev.”? Sam Jones says: “I would rather 
be five hundred old maids shut up in a room 
by myself than be the wife of one drunkard.” 


He would certainly be less lonely, and hear | 


more news, in the former event.—JVorristown 
Flerald. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1886 deserves to rank among the 
most notable productions of the year. ts hundred pages 
of wit and humor and pictorial comicalities prove that the 
American fun-makers have not all turned undertakers 
and sextons yet.— Rochester Post-Express. 

A NEw make of stove is called “ ‘The Infant.” 
It is not supposed to be a self-feeder.— Yonkers 
Statesman, ; 

A LITTLE boy whose sprained wrist had been 
relieved by bathing in whiskey surprised his 
mother by asking: 

“Did papa ever sprain his throat when he 
was a boy ?”—Chicago Telegram. 





CATARRH AND BRONCHITIS CURED.—A clergyman, 
after years of suffering from that loathsome disease, Ca- 
tarrh, and vainly trying every known remedy, at last 
found a prescription which completely cured and saved 
him from death, Any sufferer from this dreadful disease 
sending a self-addressed stamped envelope to Dr. J. 
Flynn & Co., 117 East 15th St., New York, will receive 
the recipe free of charge. = 











PUCR’S ANNUAL FOR 1886. 


Price Twenty-five Cents. 


Mailed to any address on receipt of Thirty Cents. 








Te 


BITTERS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Bzepepeia, a, Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops impart a delicious fla- 
vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks. it, and 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
61 BROADWAY. N. ¥. 


JULIUS ENGEL, BERNHARD HELLER. 














ENGEL, HELLER & CO., 


Tokay & Buda-Pesth, 89 & 41 Ist Avenue, 
HUNGARY. NEW YORE. 
Importers of 


FINE HUNGARIAN, RHINE AND 
AUSTRIAN WINES. =” 


TOKAY “ASZU IMPERIAL” A SPECIALTY. 
Philadelphia, ’76. Paris, ’78. 


America’s Favorite Beer, 


BREWED BY 


be (Unbeuset- 





Rusch B. OL. 


OF ST. LOUIS, Mo. 


> 


The Anheuser- 
Busch Standard. 
| The Original 


Budweiser. 


The Erlanger. 







The Pale Lager 





The Faust 


Amsterdam, ’83. New Orleans, ’85. 


| Prospect Brewery, 


Cor, Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
I'ne highly Celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


articularly adapted to Export in Barrels as 
ts k.eping qualities are unsurpassed, We 








from this Brewery is 
well as in Pottles. 
also recommend our 


HERCULES Mant WINE 


| as the purest, most wholesome, and cicipest Extract of Malt in 
| existence, 





| Numbers g, 10, 26, 140, 163 and 418 of the English 
| Puck will be bought at this office at ro cents per copy. 
In mailing please roll lengthwise. 





PILE Instant relief. Final cure in 10 days, and 
“We never returns. No purge, no salve, no sup- 
| pository, Sufferers will learn of a simple remedy Free, by ad- 

dressing C. J. MASON, 78 Nassau Street, New York. 440 
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THE MAJOR’S STORY. 





«¢ Wa-al, yes,”’ said the Major, unfolding his knife, 
And shaving a slice from his chair: 

*«T come from a family of purty long life— 
The longest, I reckon, ’round hyar. 


««My gran’father lived to a mighty old age— 
He died at two hundred an’ four—” 

But the Major stopped short at his yarn at this stage, 
For the Judge entered in at the door. 


** Now, Major,” the Judge very gravely remarked: 
«I knew your old grandfather well; 

He was just eighty-three when his spirit embarked 
For that bourne where the good spirits dwell.” 


For a moment the Major had_nothing to say, 
But finally rose to his feet: 
*‘ He died at two hundred and four Broadway.” 
Then the Judge moseyed up and stood treat. 
— Chicago News. 

ADVERTISING im excelsis: Mrs. Blokey, jr., 
(who is of a romantic turn).—‘“ My! ain’t the 
moon lovely, glitterin’ on the wyves! It does 
one’s heart good to see it!”” 

Mr. B. (Blokey & Son).—‘ Ah! and wouldn’t 
it do one’s ’art good to see ‘Blokey & Son’s 
Pickles’ printed right across it in capital letters, 
big enough for all the world to read with the 
naked hi!’’-—Enuglish Fun, 

“Mr. LIGHTWEIGHT, can I get trusted for 
another ton of coal?” 

“Chestnut ?” 

“Yes; I know I’ve asked you a great many 
times, but—ah, excuse me. Yes; chestnut, 
please.’ —Chicago News. 


A GROWING evil—your next-door neighbor’s 
squalling baby.— Somerville Journal. 


Horsford’s Acid Phosphate. 
Beware of Imitations. 
Imitations and counterfeits have again appeared. Be 
sure the word ‘*‘ HorsForD’s” is on the wrapper. None 
are genuine without it. 


POPULAR CHEAP PUBLICATIONS. 


School Spe.kers, School Dialogues, Acting Plays, Novels, Song 
Books, Joke Books, Letter Writers, Fortune Tellers, Ready 
Reckoners, Cook Books, Books on Magic, Ventriloquism, Games 








Athletics, Toilette, Etiquette, Dancing and alm«st every other 
subject interest ng, instructive, and amusing. Full descriptive 
catalogue sent free on application to 

A. T. B. DE WITT, Publisher, 


_492 No. 33 Rose Street, New York. 


GOSSAMER GARMENTS FREE! 


To any reader of this paper who will agree to show our goods, and 
try to influence sales among friends, we will send post-paid two 
full size samples Gossamer Wearing Apparel, provided you cut this 
out and return with 25 cents to pay cost, postage, packing, etc. 


491] BRISTOL MFG. CO., 309 Broadway, N. Y. 


nol, 
Constable KS Co, 


HOUSEKEEPING GOODS. 


Are prepared to exhibit their 
Spring Importation of House- 
hold Linens of every description, 
Suitable for Cable and Bed 
use, Also “Richardson's” 4-4 
“Queen Charlotte” Linens, An- 
tique Grass Bleach and free 
from Chemicals, together with 
a fine stock of Foreign and Do- 
mestic White Goods, &c. 


Droadovay KA 19th ot. 


New York. 
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Puck’s Jos-PRINTING DEPARTMENT. 





Having taken possession 
building, which has just been 


of our new and commodious 
completed, we would respect- 


fully state that we are now fully prepared and equipped to 
accept orders for every description of 


Printing, 


Electrotyping and Binding, 


The number cf our presses has been increased, and we 
have also added to our already large assortment of type, 
and we feel fully assured that we can accommodate all 
regards style, price and promptness. 


Heretofore we have been 


obliged to refuse many orders 


for job-work, as the limited space and facilities of our old 
quarters would not permit of our executing the work to our 


satisfaction. 


An order for a business-card and the printing of 
weekly or monthly paper will receive equal consideration 


and attention. 
cut-work a specialty. 


Estimates cheerfully furnished for either. 


Fine 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
PUBLISHERS OF ‘ PUCK,” 
S. \’. Corner. of Houston and Mulberry Sts:, N. Y. 


ISAACS (instructing his sen). —*Ven you zell 
a coat to a man vot vants a coat, dot’s nodding; 
aber ven you zell a coat to a man vot don’t 
vant a coat, dot’s peezniss, my poy —dot’s 
peezniss.— Chicago Rambler. 


New Reporter.—‘“ The fire-king waved his 
flaunting banner above the lurid bosom of 
night.”’ 

Old Reporter.—“ What, sir!) What!” 

New Reporter.— “‘ Er-er—a fire broke out last 
night in Biddy Mahoney’s old wood-shed.”— 
Lynn Union. 

Customer.— “Give me a dozen fried oys- 
ters.” 

Waiter.—“ Sorry, sah, but we’s all out of shell- 
fish, sah, ’ceptin’ eggs.” —Chicago News. 


PEARLS 7%. MOUTH. 








BEAUTY AND FRAGRANCE 


Are communicated to the mouth by 
. 


SOZODONT, 








which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy and | 
the breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet. It | 
thoroughly removes tartar from the teeth without injuring | 
the enamel. 10 ~—Cs! 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


STEEL PENS 


SotoBrALl DEALERS THrRovuGHour Ine WORLD, 
GOLOMEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878. 





DYKE’S BEARD ELIXIR "orc !sxzriast Mesache, Whiter. 

Extra Strength, Quick, Safe, Sure. Ke 

other remedy. Zor 3 Phgs. does the work. 

, will mores itor forfet $100.00. Price 
‘ Sy payee 273 

Qf Fe a Mig. Co atine, I 
LS = Smith Mfg. Co., Palatine, Ills. 
w= 


YOU CAN SECURE A WHOLE 


Imperial Austrian Government Bond, 
ISSUE OF 1864. 





These bonds are shares in « loan the interest of which is paid out in pre- 
miums three times yearly. Every bond is entitled to 
THREE DRAWINGS ANNUALLY 
until each and every bond is redeemed, with a larger or smaller premium. 
Every bond MUST draw one of the following premiums, as there are NO 
BLANKS 
Premiums. Flerins, Florins. 
3 a 150,000 — 450 000 
3 a 20 000 — 60,000 
3 a 10,000 — 30,000 
6 “ 5,000 _ 30,000 
6 a 2,000 — 12,000 
9 a 1,000 -- 9,000 
120 a 400 _ 48,000 
7,750 a 200 — 1,550,000 


Together 7,900 PREMIUMS, amounting to 2,189,000 FLORINS. The next 
redemption takes place on the 


FIRST OF MARCH, 


and every bond bought of us on or before the Ist of M ARC H until 
6 P. M., is entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon 
on that date Out-of-town orders sentin REGISTERED LkTTERS, and in- 
closing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. Balance 
payable in monthly instalments. 

‘or orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874. 

&@ The above Government Bonds are not to be compared with ang Lot- 

tery Whatsvever, as lately decided by the Court of Appeals, and do ae on 


flict with any of the laws of the United States. 443 
N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in the English Puck. 








VOLUME XVIII. 
of Puck will be completed FEBRUARY 24th, 1886, 
Orders for bound copies should be placed now. 


Unbound copies of Volume XVIII., if in good con- 


| dition, will be exchanged for bound copies. 


In Cloth for - - - - - $1.25 
In Half Morocco for - - 2.00 
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IN MEMORY OF THE BRAVEST OF THE BRAYE. 








